The Land War in Ireland by C., C. P. & Blunt, Wilfrid Scawen
Irish Review (Dublin)
The Land War in Ireland
The Land War in Ireland by Wilfrid Scawen Blunt
Review by: C. P. C.
The Irish Review (Dublin), Vol. 2, No. 22 (Dec., 1912), pp. 558-560
Published by: Irish Review (Dublin)
Stable URL: http://www.jstor.org/stable/30062907 .
Accessed: 15/06/2014 15:01
Your use of the JSTOR archive indicates your acceptance of the Terms & Conditions of Use, available at .
http://www.jstor.org/page/info/about/policies/terms.jsp
 .
JSTOR is a not-for-profit service that helps scholars, researchers, and students discover, use, and build upon a wide range of
content in a trusted digital archive. We use information technology and tools to increase productivity and facilitate new forms
of scholarship. For more information about JSTOR, please contact support@jstor.org.
 .
Irish Review (Dublin) is collaborating with JSTOR to digitize, preserve and extend access to The Irish Review
(Dublin).
http://www.jstor.org 
This content downloaded from 195.78.108.199 on Sun, 15 Jun 2014 15:01:45 PM
All use subject to JSTOR Terms and Conditions
THE IRISH REVIEW 
Streuvels might have given it an even more provocative rasp than has Mr. Simons; 
but the Flemish writer would, I imagine, be baffled by Synge's flamboyant 
vocabulary. 
CONAL O'RIORDAN. 
THE LAND WAR IN IRELAND. 
The Land War in Ireland. By Wilfrid Scawen Blunt. Stephen Swift and 
Co. ios. 6d. 
At intervals, as if by some effort of reaction from their surroundings, England 
throws up men inspired by a fine passion for liberty who are pretty certain at 
one time or another to come into violent contact with the prevailing authority. 
Exiles of literatdre in another age like Shelley or Byron find somewhat similar 
counterparts in men of our generation like Mr. Cunninghame Graham, Mr. 
Nevinson, or the author of the present book. These men, natives of a country 
distinguished for nothing more than for its insularity and for a certain intellectual 
inhospitality, have been all alike remarkable for a human sympathy with the 
intellectual and social ideas of un-English peoples, and they have suffered the 
consequences. I do not know whether Mr. Nevinson has been yet to gaol. 
Mr. Graham certainly has, and in the frontispiece to this book Mr. Wilfrid Blunt 
in the prison clothes of H.M. Irish prisons carries a convict's cap with an air 
that changes that dull round and top of servitude into the authentic cap of 
liberty. 
Mr. Blunt's book has two chief values. Being a personal narrative of 
events in Ireland, from the General Election of 1885 to the break-up of the 
Parnell movement in 1891, it supplements Davitt's "Fall of Feudalism in Ireland" 
and Mr. Barry O'Brien's " Life of Parnell." It has the value of a contemporary 
historical document, the record of a man versed in public affairs and accustomed 
to watch from close quarters the springs of political actions. More than -that, 
it is the revelation, at times eloquent, but always unaffected of an unusually high- 
minded and generous spirit. " The Land War in Iredand " is the transcript of 
a diary, and its interest is as a natural consequence largely one of personalities. 
But it is neither one of these political diaries transcribed with one eye on the 
originals and the other on the current newspaper controversy, nor one of those 
revelatory autobiographies furnished with everything except an index to enable 
us to snigger in comfort over insults to our friends. It is at once candid and 
chivalrous. In no other spirit should an intimate journal be written or published 
of a revolution in which so much that was good and evil worked and fought. 
His political principles, precisely because they were principles, would have 
made Mr. Blunt a mauvais coucheur in any political party. His consistency 
could not swing true to the party pendulum, and we find him, in 1885, standing 
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as a Home Rule candidate against Gladstone in Camberwell, and in r886 against 
Chamberlain in West Birmingham. His conservatism recognised nationalism 
as a necessary ingredient, and was so far from being based on the defence of 
property as such that he confesses a simple delight in the conduct of the mob 
in the Trafalgar Square riot-" the first time a mob has attached property on 
principle." " I have never," he writes at this date, " been able to understand 
how the poor let the rich off so cheaply. . . . My sympathy is with the 
destructive part of socialism. It is only the constructive part I cannotstomach." 
It is a vain thing to expect many men of such detached and disinterested views 
among politicians, but if there had been many more of his opinion the Irish land 
agitation would not have stereotyped the opposition to Home Rule in Ireland 
and in England into caste divisions. 
In the spring of 1886 his Irish odyssey began, carrying him at once to the 
storm-cetntres of the agrarian movement in Donegal and in Connacht and 
Munster. The account of his journeyings, which were so planned as to include 
prison interiors in Galway and Kilmainha.m-for Mr. Blunt is no non-combatant- 
supplies a fascinating series of vignettes of the protagonists and camp-followers 
of the land Wars. They stretch from Connemara to Cairo, and both the scene 
of battle and the point of view is always changing. The entries record intermin- 
able car-drives, endless interviews, the gross country political dinners in the 
midst of whose plenty the writer hungered and thirsted in Mahommedan and 
teetotal, nonconformity, and always the evictions seen from the standpoint of the 
next village, of the rent-office, of the Imperial Hotel, of the English country- 
house, of Westminster, of Rome. A wide space between Leo XIIL in the Vatican 
to the two sad-visaged proprietors of the lugubrious inn of Gort is starred with 
picturesque and strenuous personalities encountered in that circuit. Landlords 
and tenants, bishops and curates, Chief Justices and Warders are set down simply 
and strongly, not with the pen of a merely alert observer, but of one passionately 
engaged on the right side of a secular and universal quarrel. These portraits 
are built up of scattered strokes. Of Dr. Duggan, for example, he gives an 
enchanting picture. " A venerable and altogether simple personage, with white 
straggling hair and cassock much de-dabbled with snuff. He lives in a poor 
little house in the town-they call it the Palace. When I found him he had 
no fire in his grate, but he had one lit for me, and his food was of the meagrest. 
Beggar women and children sit at his door from dawn till dark, and he feeds 
the sparrows on his windowl-sills, and his heart is full of pity for the poor and 
of rage and hatred for the rich." There is one serious attack delivered in the 
book, if that may be properly called attack, which is a cool and reasoned analysis 
of the thought that is behind action. No apologist of Mr. Balfour may ignore, 
and it will be difficult for any to refute Mr. Blunt's exposition of the basis of 
philosophic hardness and insensibility of that futile and fascinating person's career 
as Irish Chief Secretary. It will go a long way in explaining the Irish peasant's 
curt and alliterative summing-up of a statesman who brought so many pious 
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wishes to the settlement of the Irish question. As to the issue to which the 
analysis lead us, it is not now in controversy. People dallying over the walnuts 
might at one time debate it, but in that struggle where the lives of men were 
at stake, with the odds all on one side, the propriety of Mr. Blunt's conduct can 
be no more seriously challenged than his credibility. If any other defence were 
needed, the Chief Secretary's subsequent change of front would supply it. 
The chapters on the Persico Mission and the Papal Rescript are of particular 
importance. Mr. Blunt brings forward much new and detailed evidence con- 
firming the position already established by the publication of the Persico corres- 
pondence that the Rescript was issued not only without consulting Cardinal 
Manning, but without his knowledge, and that Monsignor Per'sico shared in the 
same ignorance. The plan of the book, which ends with the events of 1891, 
includes some review of the Parnell tragedy. Without entering into matters of 
controversy, it might be suggested that in criticising Parnell's abstention from 
affairs in 1886 and 1887 too little emphasis is laid on the condition of his health. 
In T4hese years Parnell was 
,mortally 
till, " sick unto death," as Mr. Healy said. 
He appears to have committed the error of not making parade of it. But if his 
retirement from Irish affairs before i891 forbade Mr. Blunt from dealing more 
exhaustively with the catastrophe, it has preserved his memories of the parlia- 
mentary leaders unimpaired at their heroic period. That is one of the advantages 
of this brave and gallant recital of a hard struggle. If advancing years have 
brought with them much timidity and some tampering with the national honour, 
this witness borne by an honourable intransigeant will help to pierce the gathering 
sunset clouds. C. P. C. 
Owing to pressure on our space an article announced to appear in the present 
issue-" The Wars of Turlough," by Edmund Curtis, is being held over until the 
January issue. 
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